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. Ali\ Your grace's pardon ;

To speak with freedom, I am not so old

In cunning to betray, nor young in time,

Not to see when and where I am at loss,

And how to bear my fortune, and my wounds,

Which, if I look for health, must still bleed inward,

A hard and desperate condition.

I am not ignorant your birth and greatness

Have placed you to grow up with the king's grace

And jealousy, which, to remove, his power

Hath chosen a fit object for your beauty

To shine upon, Columbo, his great favourite.

I am a man, on whom but late the king

Has pleased to cast a beam, which was not meant

To make me proud, but wisely to direct,

And light me to my safety.    Oh, dear madam!

I will not call more witness of my love   ,

(If you will let me still give it that name)

Than this, that I dare make myself a loser,

And to your will give all my blessings up.

Preserve your greatness, and forget a trifle,

That shall, at best, when you have drawn me up,

But hang about you like a cloud, and dim

The glories you are born to.

Duck. Misery

Of birth and state !    That I could shift into
A meaner blood, or find some art to purge
That part which makes my veins unequal! yet
Those nice distinctions have no place in us;
There's but a shadow difference, a title :
Thy stock partakes as much of noble sap
As that which feeds the root of kings ; and he
That writes a lord hath all the essence of
Nobility.

Ah, *TIs not a name that makes
Our separation; the king's displeasure
Hangs a portent to fright us, and the matter